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health necessitated every precaution. After coming about two miles it began to rain steadily and it was also foggy ; snowflakes appeared, but not enough to cover the ground. By and by snow began to fall persistently, but Swamiji took it as good fun and talked of Swiss scenery and blizzards, Later the ground being thick with snow, his Dandy-bearers slipped several times in the descents, but he was not nervous at all. On the other hand, all the while he was exceedingly merry and kept up the spirits of his Dandy-men by talking humourously with them, one of whom was interesting in two ways, namely, that he had been married several times and had lost all his wives, and that he knew, so he claimed, the whole of Chandi by heart passages of which he recited for the Swami's edification. The peculiarities of his intonation and the queer mistake sand confusions that he made with the text amused all, but the Swami corrected him here and there and encouraged him to go on. He humourously addressed him as "Panditji", which greatly flattered him. For fun's sake he then asked the man if he would like to marry, again to which the latter replied, "Of course I would. But where shall I find money for my wife's dowry"? On Swamiji saying, "Suppose I give it to you," the old man was delighted and assured him that he would consider it a very great favour.
The party moved on slowly through biting wind and snow, and it was nearly 3 p.m. when they arrived at Paurhapani, seven miles and a half from Dhari. There was a small shop here, where passing travellers halted for an hour or two to cook their meals. Here the Swami's men, who had borne him ahead of the party, implored him that they might be permitted to have tea for themselves ; thus warmed and refreshed, they said, they would proceed rapidly on to Mour-nalla, the destination in view. The Swami taking pity on them assented and promised to pay for their refreshment, and soon the men were smoking their hookahs lazily and blowing at a bad fire in an effort to make the damp fuel burn. When the Swami Virajananda arrived, he grew all the
